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Preface 


These  are  quiet  poems  in  which  strength  is  ex- 
erted modestly,  without  strenuosity,  and  often  for 
what  must  seem  to  the  casual  reader  rather  special 
ends.  That  is  to  say3  these  are  meditative  poems 
focused  on  the  life  of  religious  devotion.  But  this 
is  not  to  say  that  these  poems  drowse  limply  in  the 
languor  of  trance.  They  exhibit  a  certain  calm 
power :  the  ripple  of  muscle,  the  flexing  of  tendon, 
make  themselves  felt.  Moreover  the  ends  toward 
which  these  poems  move  are  not  nearly  so  limited 
as  a  careless  scanning  might  suggest.  For  if  the 
sensibility  is  deeply  Catholic,  as  indeed  it  is,  the 
religiousness  is  sufficiently  secure  to  allow  the  play 
of  the  intelligence,  an  amused  awareness  of  incon- 
gruities, and  even  a  certain  whimsy.  In  the  little 
poem  called  "Pentecost,"  the  flames  upon  the  altar 
find  no  answering  flames  in  the  congregation,  and 
evoke  no  more  fervent  response  than  the  modish 
pink  that  blooms  from  the  ladies'  "fertile"  hats. 

Many  of  the  poems  in  this  volume  have  secular 
themes.  There  are  landscapes  from  the  deep  South, 
vignettes  of  New  Orleans,  and  poems  about  paint- 
ers, novelists,  and  the  various  types— one  section  in 
the   book  is  entitled   "Assorted   People"— that  one 


meets  in  the  streets  of  the  city.  This  range  and 
variety  of  interests  is  one  of  the  poet's  sources  of 
strength.  Indeed,  the  soundest  recommendation  of 
the  religious  poems  is  the  fact  that  the  sensibility 
they  display  shows  itself  also  in  the  secular  poems. 
The  religious  stance  is  not  a  strained  and  special 
posture.  Wildman  is  a  poet  whose  religious  con- 
cerns inform  and  give  direction  to  his  account  of, 
say,  an  "Early  Morning  in  a  Small  Town."  Con- 
versely, his  sense  of  the  beauty  and  ultimate  splen- 
dor of  the  humblest  aspects  of  the  creation  rise  by 
perfectly  natural  degrees  into  hi*  more  exalted  con- 
templation of  the  profounder  mysteries  of  the 
Church. 

Some  of  the  most  successful  of  his  poems  are 
those  in  which  Wildman's  interest  in  his  region  and 
in  his  religion  join.  I  am  thinking  of  such  a  poem 
as  "To  Our  Lady  of  Prompt  Succor,  Patroness  of 
New  Orleans"— a  charming  poem  in  which  devo- 
tion to  Our  Lady  is  given  a  special  context  by  the 
evocation  of  the  local  scene  with  its  pervasive  cof- 
fee odors  and  the  weeds  on  the  levee  and  the  "ex- 
citing, blunt  smell  of  the  river."  The  sense  of  place 
helps  to  give  point  and  meaning  to  the  timeless 
prayer,  and  the  quality  of  the  city,  the  "splendid, 
foolish  city,"  is  particularized  by  the  ways  in  which 
it  is  related— in  its  devotion  and  in  its  failure  of 
devotion— to  its  Patroness.  The  poem  represents  a 
little  triumph  in  tone  in  which  tenderness  and  af- 
fection for  the  city  are  tempered  by  the  intimation 
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of  that  deeper  order  and  beauty  by  which  temporal 
beauty  is  always  judged,  but  which  in  turn  can 
use— nay,  in  some  sense,  must  use— the  temporal 
for  its  manifestation  to  the  human  imagination. 
The  best  of  the  poems  in  this  interesting  volume 
represent  this  kind  of  control  of  tone. 
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A  Growth  of  Light 


To  the  Holy  Trinity 

Be  lightsome  blue  about  us,  with  an  airy  note, 
Omnipotence,   upon   creation's   wideness   and   the 
depth  from  stars  to  earth. 

Be  long-flung  in  our  souls 

Like  a  line  of  yellow  freight  cars  strung  against  the 

green  of  June 
Turning  a  bend  to  touch  infinity,  unseen: 
O  break  our  hearts  with  joy. 

Leave  vestiges  and  clues 

Within  Your  creature's  stretch, 

The  bended  leopard  slyness  of  the  universe. 

These  are  Your  hearts: 

Be  pressing  to  their  needs; 

And  if  undone  with  beauty's  promise 

And  the  force  unbearable  of  love 

They  come  to  willing  rack, 

Then  give  the  tender  medicine  of  death 

To  cure  their  pains  into  a  durable  estate 
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That  will  not  wither  at  the  sight 

Of  splendor  burning  steady  in  her  natural  abode. 


Easter:  Vigil,  Dawn,  Day 

This  is  the  night  for  shepherds  watching  flocks 
(Silent  the  sly  spring  breeze  in  the  dark; 
Explicit  the  light  on  the  dim  tremendous  fields). 

This  is  the  time  for  Wise  Men  finding  gifts 
(West  to  their  east:  from  His  setting,  the  Sun 
Blooms  gold  in  His  rising  and  draws  from  the  earth 
Frankincense  and  myrrh  and  sudden  splendid  de- 
lights 
For  Wise  Men  and  fools). 

This  is  the  day  for  bruised  dead  Stephen's  joy 
And  Becket's  brightness  in  the  dark  cathedral  aisle, 
For  Holy  Children  and  a  silvered  gaunt  tall  man 
With  lightnings  tearing  colors  in  his  dreams, 
For  old  Sylvester  with  the  triple  crown, 
The  Wise  Men's  kinsman  and  their  flowering  pride, 
For  shy  vague  Anastasia,  clear-lighted  in  this  latter 
dawn  of  fire. 

This  is  the  night,  and  this  the  dawn; 
This  is  the  day  when  blood  ran  gold, 
When  dead  men's  laughs  were  warm, 
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Thorns  bloomed, 

And  fructifying  winds  upon  the  earth 

Were  sweet  beyond  compare. 


Grace  in  July 

Mansoul  stand  motionless  to  feel 
The  purgatorial  kiss  of  fierce  July, 
Sensing  analogy; 
Mid-voyaged,  craving  grace. 

Down  burns  the  sun  through  the  noon-still  leaf, 

Greenly  pervading  the  yellow  clay, 

Biting  the  dark  in  depths  unknown, 

Probing  for  life  in  improbable  places,  seeking  roots, 

Exposing  the  darkness'  drab  hypocrisy, 

The  fragile  force  of  nothingness, 

The  brutal  bluff,  knowing  its  own. 

Mansoul  begins  to  stir  in  the  sun, 
Sensing  within  the  fiery  death  of  death 
The  vivid  pains  of  life  engendered, 
Noon-flowering  splendor, 
Too  urgent  for  the  leisured  joys  of  spring, 
The  sweet,  slow-moving  mass  of  opulence  in  shel- 
tered places, 
The  brave  defiant  pear  tree  on  the  hill 
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Radiantly  impudent  before  the  desperate  fangs 
Of  dying  winter  winds. 

In  hot  July,  the  mood  is  otherwise : 
Autumn  is  thinkable ; 

In  burning  life,  the  end  of  things  is  plausible. 
The  twisted  copper  chain  of  life  and  death 
Glares  in  the  sun, 

Shows   alternate    dull   erosion   and   a  blood-red 
blinding  light. 

Mansoul  is  also  urgent  in  the  sun 

Seeing  cold  winter  ice 

Where  chinaberry  leaves  are  thick  at  corners  of  his 

field, 
Seeing  sterile  winter's  snow 

Where  cotton  stands  ambiguous  in  the  curling  heat, 
Promising  wealth, 
Stamping  upon  the  earth 
The  guarantee  of  something  rich  as  slime,  thick  as 

water : 
Poverty. 

Mansoul  feels  death, 

Knows  death  within  himself, 

Entwined  with  still-strong  fibres,  flowing  in  the  heat 

of  blood. 
But  looking  down  again 
And  turning  to  the  sun  upon  the  land, 
Mansoul  feels  grow  within  himself, 
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Summer  sudden, 

Essence  of  July, 

Brightness  of  a  small,  persistent  coal  within  him, 

The  strength  that  needs  his  weakness  and  his  pain 

(His  poor  man's  cotton  crop, 

The  ice  encroaching  on  his  summer  trees, 

And  mid-life's  tearing,  icy  heats) . 

Mansoul  feels  fire  that  seeks 

The  tiny  spurt  of  flame  within  his  night, 

His  near-despair. 

Great  fire  (audacious  in  Its  love) 

Leaps  kinsman  to  his  spark 

To  make  of  it  a  flame. 

He  finds,  within,  without,  the  peace 

Too  close  around  him  to  be  sought, 

Too  intimately  near  for  voyaging  quest— 

The  Sun  upon  the  land— the  Sun : 

Desiring  recognition  only  and  a  sign : 

The  hand  uplifted  and  the  heart  unveiled, 

The  deep-set  darkness  bare  to  shine  upon. 

The  Sun: 

Which  in  Its  own  turn  craves 

The  wide-flung  hopeful  desperation  of  his  land, 

The  rich  rewarding  blackness  of  his  pain, 

The  answering  flame  within  his  anxious  heart. 
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On  This  Rock 

Die,  justice,  in  the  square,  efficient  rooms, 
Where  the  lighting  is  good, 
And  the  microphones  huddle 
Like  a  group  of  old  gossips, 
Casting  shadows  in  the  noontide  glare, 
Greedy  for  lies, 
Dazed  by  the  splendor 
Of  sharp  command  and  soldierly  back 
And  smart  little  men  with  an  air  of  authority, 
Carrying  briefcases, 

Busy  with  sorting  the  leavings  of  torture- 
Cleaning  up,  righting, 
Picking  up  adverbs,  dropped  untidily 
From  reckless  sentences  swift  in  their  pain- 
Neat  little  men,  latest  edition, 
Roaming  the  world  for  the  ruin  of  souls. 

O  die  there,  but  rise,  strong  justice, 

Where  the  red  robes  and  the  purple  pass 

Down  the  long,  cool  halls, 

Past  the  flamboyant  statues,  the  Renaissance  gold, 

Beyond  all  this,  and  the  splendor  of  ages, 

To  the  wide  halls  or  the  small  room, 

Where  Peter  sits  in  white  judgment, 

Awful  as  truth,  sharp  as  love. 

There   in   the   ancient   city,   home   of  your   resur- 
rections, 
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Where  Caesar  often  killed  you,  justice,  once  more 
rise  again. 


Confession 

Flash  down  in  quiet  corners 

Of  the  dusk-dark  churches,  swift  flame  of  God, 

Hidden  as  love  wants  to  be,  not  seen, 

Hiding  and  moving  in  gestures,  in  muttered  words, 

Covering  yourself  with  the  dull  patient  faces  by  the 

simpering  statues- 
Burning  improbably 
Inside  the  brash  hero 
Who  loafs  by  St.  Michael 
And  estimates  his  place  in  line 
(Five,  not  counting  the  one  who  went  in). 

Strike  tenderly,  sword, 

Paradoxically  healing, 

Burn,  fire  that  consumes  to  create ; 

Keep  the  quiet  faces  and  the  brash  hero ; 

Fix  them  firm, 

Coming  secretly  down  in  the  dark, 

While  the  new  rain  pushes  swift,  cleansing  fingers 

Through  the  thick  soot  on  the  low  aisle  roof. 
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Pentecost 

The  flowers  grow  in  flames  upon  the  altar, 

And  the  chasuble 

Wraps  flame  around  the  priest : 

Not  so  the  faithful 

For  a  dainty  pink 

Is  favorite  this  year  upon  the  fertile  hats; 

The  crop  grows  long  and  wide  within  the  church, 

With  stretches  in  between  of  blond  and  black  and 

gray 
And  oily  shiningness. 

From  out  the  far  confessional,  rosebuds  emerge; 

The  near  one  blooms  a  slick  aridity 

Of  unintended  monkish  scalp. 

And  grace,  compassionate, 

Moves  rich  within  the  comedy  of  life, 

Adhering  to  the  ancient  rules, 

To  keep  the  ending  faithful  to  the  drama's  type, 

Nor  ever  ring  this  curtain  on  a  death-strewn  stage. 


Pear  Tree  in  Repose 

The  pear  tree  dips,  heavy  with  moon, 
Heavy  with  fruit  and  summer  night, 
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Earth  to  the  earth,  still  as  the  early  foetus  in  the 

womb, 
Quiet  as  lovers  when  the  act  of  love 
Has  left  unmotioned  oneness  in  the  silvered  glare 
That  lies  upon  deep  August,  all  fulfilled 
And  slumbering  in  a  doze  of  richness  reached  and 

owned. 

The  mocking  figure  stirs  within  the  shade : 

His  face  takes  white  upon  its  whiteness ; 

And  the  eyeless  sockets  see 

Blank  horrors  in  the  shadows  deeper  under  shade; 

The  touch  of  January  cuts  from  off  his  lengthened 

nails, 
And  barren  winter's  snowless  brutal  rocks 
Grate  hard  within  his  lungless  breath. 

The  mockingbird  breaks  ofT  his  song: 

His  small  eyes,  fearful,  glitter  in  the  hostile  clear 

revealing  moon; 
The  lovers,  parted,  stir ; 
The  life  within  the  womb 

Moves  in  first  motion  on  the  onward  path  of  time : 
The  figure,  white  within  the  darkness,  smiles  to  see 

its  end. 

The  dawn  comes  down  upon  a  frightened  land; 
But  fearful  in  the  fearing  world,  the  figure  goes 
Out  from  the  pear  tree's  lightened  dark 
Into  a  nothingness  and  void; 
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And   over  lovers,   birds,   bent   trees,   and   growing 

womb 
The  Sun  leans  warm,  possessive,  fixed,  secure; 
And  all  the  pear  tree's  heavy  fertile  loves 
Remember  victory, 
Remember  death  aware  of  death, 
Know  then  apotheosis  of  the  moonlight  on  the  night. 


Dogwood  and  Death 

The  dogwood  dying  in  a  calmly  brilliant  death, 
Unmotioned,  wrapped  in  downiness  of  killing  mist, 
Rubs  color  on  the  fog— 

And  on  the  icy  grayness  of  the  closing  afternoon 
Bleeds  prophecy  of  lusty  spring: 

It,  in  its  own  gray  trunk, 
Keeps  safe  its  strong  expectant  womb 
For  spring's  deep  thrust 
And  all  the  natural,  following  joys: 
The  tender  birth  of  color- 
Faint  yellow  over  growing  green— ; 
The  honeyed  odor  in  the  flower's  circled  white; 
Full  summer's  bending  richness,  and  the  early  signs 
Of  fall  again  and  vivid  death. 

These  show  the  turning  wheel 
Until  the  Hand 
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Uncircles  all  the  curvings  of  the  rim 

And  leads  the  gorgeous  pains  of  death 

Through  mist,  through  bitter  ice,  through  clutching 

gloom, 
On  to  the  flush  of  spring  and  then, 
Direct,  unturning,  to  an  endless  summer's  day. 


Early  Morning 
in  a  Small  Town 

There  is  a  thrust  throughout  the  little  town 

Of  sunlight  under  trees— 

Of  brown  illumined  on  the  twisting  trunks 

And  branches  coiling  in  a  slow  and  lazy  urge 

To  throw  their  motion  into  still,  reluctant  leaves, 

Heavy  with  green  and  cool-enfolded  in  a  dewy  sleep. 

The  squirrel  moves  in  stagey  jumps, 
Providing  commentary  and  exemplum 
For  dingy  teachings  blocking  sullen  minds. 

But  for  the  wise  one  craving  joy 

There  lies  foretaste 

Of  perfect  light  throughout  unmoving  trust 

And  happiness  unmarred  within  a  thankful  mind. 
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To  Our  Lady  of  Prompt  Succor, 
Patroness  of  New  Orleans 

Throughout  the  splendid  city, 

We  call  upon  your  name ; 

And  the  priests  go  about  the  altars 

In  the  slow,  cadenced  dance  of  your  love, 

To  the  timeless  time  of  God's  grace, 

Remembering  Gabriel  and  your  upward  glance 

As  the  Host  ascends  before  the  sight  of  the  people— 

The  young  men  and  the  old  women, 

Telling  the  tale  of  your  altars, 

Numbering  your  joys. 

Ark  of  the  Covenant,  we  call  you,  Tower  of  Ivory, 

House  of  Gold, 
Where  the  green  cane,  like  futile  knives, 
Cuts  the  hot  syrup  of  the  wind, 
Down  by  the  levee,  under  a  July  sun. 

The  coffee  odors  never  leave  the  city,  nor  the  levee 

weeds', 
Nor  the  exciting,  blunt  smell  of  the  river : 
They  belong  to  Canal  and  Baronne  and  Chartres, 
Forever : 

They  are  our  incense  about  your  statues; 
They  lie  like  our  love  upon  your  heart, 
Imperfect  and  seeking, 
Desiring  your  Son. 
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We  have  put  the  Battle  of  New  Orleans 
Under  your  feet  in  the  Jesuits'  Church : 
The  cannon  shoot  in  orange  mosaic 
In  the  direction  of  red  British  mosaic  surprise ; 
And  at  Christmas,  at  the  end  of  the  left  aisle, 
We  have  a  water-wheel  for  all  of  us  children  and 
for  your  Son. 

O,  keep  us  gay  and  dignify  our  sorrows, 

Sweet  Lady,  Prompt  Help : 

Remember  how  we  move, 

Loving  and  failing  and  rising  to  love ; 

Remember  how  we  love  you, 

In  this  our  splendid,  foolish  city: 

Pray  for  us,  pray  for  us,  Cause  of  Our  Joy. 


New  Orleans 

This  is  your  freehold,  Mother  of  God : 
Your  river  is  generous,  great, 
Dissembling  lazy  giant,  rolling  amiably 
Under  a  hot  sun,  coolly, 
Down  to  a  self-forgetful  rest  within  the  Gulf. 

There  is  a  leisure  here  that  knows  your  ways 

And  slowly  moves  to  find 

Your  gracious  face,  remembered, 

Under  a  long  leafs  summer  arch, 
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Within  the  sputtering  quiet 
Of  damp  December  churches,  incense-vague, 
And  in  the  river's  deep  determined  flow,  unchecked, 
Firm  to  a  long-sought  goal. 


To  Our  Lady  in  August 

Motionless  the  long  palm  branches  curve  like  scythes 

Within  the  rigid  heat ; 

The  lizard  turns  brown  dusty  red 

Upon  the  warm  brick  in  the  sultry  shade ; 

The  white  magnolia  flower  takes  the  sun, 

Insinuating  brightness  in  repose 

And,  all  within  the  paradox, 

Cool  flame. 

There  is  a  gentle  motion  in  the  calm, 

A  central  movement  as  of  life  itself, 

In  dignity  of  beauty  and  of  peace, 

In  fierceness  pacified  and  pain  remitting  of  its  toll. 

So  stand  within  the  tedious  slidings  of  our  lives, 

The  this-and-that-way  falterings, 

The  sultry  choking  heat  of  frenzied  minds, 

Becalmed  at  nightmared  noons. 

So  stand  within  our  ways  and  find 

The  cool  essential  center  of  the  thing, 

The  reasoned  motion  hid  by  sullen  rage, 
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The  ugly  static  vision's  place  of  banishment, 
The  point  of  peace,  Immaculate. 


Concerning  the  Statues  of 
St.  Jude  and  St.  Expedit 
near  Together  in  a  Church 

For  what  long  purpose  through  our  cruel  years 
Stand  these  together  in  the  small  dark  church 
And  hold  their  plaster  vigils,  day  and  night, 
Above  the  gossip-sputter  of  the  candle  flames? 

They  have  hung  the  votive  lights  before  you,  Jude, 
Like  blood  upon  the  night ; 
And  from  the  blackness  of  their  fearful  storm 
They  have  placed  their  clutching  hands  upon  your 

rigid  robes 
And  held  like  pain  to  love. 

Old  man,  they  seek  your  favors,  suddenly,  these 

desperate ; 
They  have  not  time  for  waiting ; 
They  saw,  last  night,  apocalyptic  wonders  in  the 

sky, 
And   their   sins   have   lain   upon   them   like   white 

phosphorous, 
Which  hugs  and  licks  with  agony. 
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Expedit,  swift  and  handsome-young  in  years, 
But  in  baptismal  wisdom,  old  in  truth, 
Roman  Expedit,  soldier,  martyr,  friend, 
Stand  by  old  Jude, 

Upon  your  outstretched  cross  the  Latin  for  Today, 
To  underline  as  only  martyrs  can, 
The  need  for  now,  the  single  need- 
Tomorrow  left  with  God, 
In  perfect  confidence, 
As  men  lie  down  to  deep  and  perfect  sleep. 

So,  patriarchal  saint,   dispense   God's  wise   and 

comely  love, 
Which  makes  all  evil  ugly-weak, 
Like  Pilate  facing  Christ ; 

So3  clean  young  soldier,  bright  as  Eden  in  the  sun, 
Bright  as  the  moon  upon  our  metal  barns, 
Be  sudden  in  our  cruel  years. 

These,  lovers  of  Our  Lord  and  God, 

Be  your  sure  purposes  and  fixed, 

Above  the  fickle  bendings  of  the  candle  flames. 


Withdrawal  and  Return 

Despite  the  triumph  of  the  tradesman's  aims 
And  tin  apotheosis  of  the  noisy  clerk, 
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Persistent  greatness  lurks  within  the  quiet  places  of 

the  earth, 
And  dignity  sits  still  as  thought  arrested  in  a  spicy 

calm : 

There  is  a  pause  of  mighty  powers  held  in  meditative 

grief 
That  little  men  find  laughable 
And  spit  upon  to  show  their  sportsman's  joy. 

But  grace  has  paths  within  the  mind  detached 
And  ample  space  inside  the  opened  heart : 
These  warm   themselves  and  in  its  silence  vastly 
grow. 

Then  from  the  desert  and  the  rocky  caves 

There  comes  the  silver  chord;  the  silver  lights  cuts 

down 
From  sources  lost  in  mountain  snow ; 
There  is  a  movement  in  the  turgid  land,  a  cry, 
And  men  rise  marvelling  at  the  promise  in  their 

flesh. 
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The  Feel  of  Earth 


Water  Lilies 

They  grew  to  find  the  days  when  Monet  built 

Evasive  color  into  shape  and  taught  the  two  to  be 

Not  one  thing  or  the  other,  but  a  third, 

Ever  in  motion,  gracefully— 

Ever  a  colored  motion, 

Ever  a  motioned  hue, 

Turning  like  thought  upon  a  summer  day, 

Under  cool  trees, 

Within  the  power  of  a  languid  stream. 


Mobile  Bay  in  August 

All  is  in  liquid,  even  movement  on  the  placid  bay: 
The  late  sun's  sloping  light  is  water  glorified 
And  runs  upon  the  velvet-textured  water's  self 
Like  Winslow  Homer's  open,  generous  strokes  of 

sky 
Above  his  Caribbean's  sprawling  leaves. 

The  boats  themselves  turn  in  an  even  glide; 
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And  though  the  breeze  chops  now  and  then 
In  faint  and  listless  forays  on  the  calm, 
There  is  a  peace  unbreakable  and  wide, 
Yet  swift  as  mercury,  and  vaster  spread; 
And  as  the  gold  light  yields  to  twilight's  turn, 
It  holds  the  great  bay  in  a  silver  stir  of  sleep. 


Winter  Mist  on  the  Campus, 
Louisiana  State  University 

False  night  and  dim  similitude  of  day, 

The  panther  stirring  in  our  jungled  depth 

Finds  unaccustomed  strange  delights 

Within  the  whitened  shadows  of  your  wintery  glare : 

Dim  shapes  emerge  to  tease  him,  stalking  prey 

Of  beauty's  warm,  unslaked  desire; 

The  Tower  dies,  upthrust  into  the  mist. 

The  lean  beast,  sinuous  and  fleet, 

Sees  warm  interiors  and  mellow  cubes 

Protected  in  a  form  of  glass  and  rigid-safe  beyond 

his  claw; 
The  heavy-leafed  live  oaks  elude  him  in  the  glary 

dusk, 
And  all  the  stiff  camellias  bloom  a  tantalizing  blaze, 
Moist-petal-cold  beyond  the  thirsting  of  his  avid 

throat, 
Seeking  warm  closeness  and  a  hunger  satisfied. 
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He  knows  the  pleasures  of  his  pain : 

His  lithe  contrivings  stretch  upon  the  wide  Parade 

Ground's  roll; 
And  through  the  gracious  longness  of  the  land, 
Above,  below  all  sound,  all  stirring  of  all  eager  life, 
Immediate  and  quick,  he  feels 
The  mocking,  clean,  tormenting  silence  of  the  fog. 


Color 

The  long  train  cut  a  trail 

Of  snakelike  slidingness 

And  gently-swaying  ease 

Between  the  wide,  rich  dusty  fields, 

Supporting  cotton,  wilted  in  mid-morning  droop, 

And  jaunty  undersized  still  sharply-bladed  corn, 

Slicing  a  blundering  breeze. 

It  came   to  rest  and  sighed  and  barely  failed   to 

nudge 
A  red-clay  cutback, 
Brilliant  in  the  Southern  blaze, 
Blood  in  the  searchlight  of  the  sun, 
Yet  somehow  calming  to  the  weary  heart, 
The  mind  out-clutching  for  accustomed  peace 
And  medicines  grown  old  in  leisured  fame. 
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His  fingers  journeyed  through  the  glass  with  ease 

(No  hindrance  where  the  objects  dwell 

In  differing  worlds) 

And  felt  the  heat 

And  carried  back 

The  happy  cauterizing  death 

To  slay  the  turgid,  toxic  life  within  him  and  awake 

A  minor  resurrection, 

A  deeper  hold  on  gay  suggestive  splendor, 

Lurking,  Puck-like,  in  the  clay, 

The  nimble,  fernlike  chinaberry  green, 

Teasing  the  heat  from  earth ; 

And  here  and  there— 

A  Mardi  Gras  bright  idea  transplanted  to  another 

time, 
Equally,  sanely  mad- 
Three  lacquered  green  pomegranate  trees 
Held  lacquered  blooms  in  Chinese  red 
Like  bells  at  tips  of  lovely,  useless  fingers 
And  awoke 
A  bell-like  happiness  within  his  heart. 


A  Tall  Rose 

by  the  Pascal  Candle 

Ultimate  brightness  of  its  splendid  kind 
Grown  high  above  its  ladder  of  green  leaves, 
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Themselves  in  beauty's  hierarchy  high  ensconced— 
All  rich  within  the  influence  of  the  candle's  mellow 

love, 
And  kindled  by  that  other  beauty's  ruling  strength 
Into  a  teaching  power  far  beyond  its  own, 
It  spreads  its  colored  fragrance  in  a  fair  similitude 
Of  graciousness  that  bends  its  head  to  feel 
The  vivifying  Light 
And  testify  in  gesture 
To  titanic  force, 
Set  tall  beyond  the  over-neat  constriction  of  our 

words. 


November  Morning, 
Below  Baton  Rouge 

They  draw  the  slow,  cool  morning  over  like  a  cover 

from  the  east: 
The  new  cane  lolling  till  the  spring's  swift  summons 

come, 
The  new-dead  grass,  a  brown-gray  ocean  rolling  to 

the  distant  trees, 
The  side  roads  black  and  rich  and  rutted  deep, 
The  gracious,  dark-eyed  people,  beautiful  upon  the 

land. 

In  early  morning,  when  the  heart  is  fresh, 
And  crisp  the  happy  movements  of  the  mind, 
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There  lurks  a  tug  of  longing  underneath, 

A  call  from  youth,  a  pumping,  warm  desire 

To  pause  a  sob-choked  moment,  then  arise, 

And  go  within  the  morning's  silence,  to  the  soundless 

sound  of  cane, 
Straight  down  the  furrows  and  plowing  through  the 

faint-sweet  grass, 
Planless,  yet  certain,  with  an  urgent  step, 
Remembering  all  the  mad  demands  of  beauty, 
Numbering  all  its  never-ending  pains, 
Swift  to  a  nameless  goal. 


Created  Nature 

The  arch  was  Constable's— 

And  all  the  frank  astounding  triumph  that  ensued 

When  romance  and  reality  were  joined 

In  rich,  mathematical  exactness 

Lay  to  his  credit,  too : 

The  rainbow  bent  above  gray  Salisbury, 

Thin  by  the  neighboring  trees,  and  high. 

It  paved  the  bright-divisioned  path  for  Tennyson 

And  prophesied  his  glory,  briefly  now  forgot, 

The  only  paradox  unnoticed  by  our  time. 

Within  our  latter  days  another  saw 
Another  rainbow  arching  high  above  pecans, 
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Embracing  cool  magnolias  and  the  massive  green  of 
oaks. 

There  was  no  one  discernible 

For  whom  it  laid  its  brightness  down, 

Beseeching  victor's  steps; 

Its  cause  was  also  disappointing, 

Having  no  rapport 

With  vagueness,  proper  to  a  genius,  as  a  sign, 

But,  quite  exactly,  coolness  from  a  summer  shower 

And  benignness  of  imagination 

Glorifying  feeble  hues— and  quickly  traced 

To  that  which  in  a  glass  had  swirled  around 

And  now  swirled  elsewhere, 

Having  left  behind 

A  lonely  olive,  half -bit,  gnawed-on,  and  unnerved, 

And  not  in  any  state  to  be 

A  proper  mainspring  for  the  pageant  of  the  skies. 
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From  Out 

Dejection  Moving 

Coronach 

Midway  between  the  tiger  and  the  rose, 

They  have  crucified  you,  Beauty,  on  the  flame  trees : 

They  have  seen  you  quiver  like  a  butterfly  upon  a 

cork ; 
They  have  watched  your  life  run  from  you  like 

quicksilver; 
They  have  marked  the  line  between  your  life  and 

death 
Stodgily,  with  an  indelible  pencil,  spit  upon, 
Ugly-clear,   like   arithmetic  problems   on   a   grade 

school  blackboard. 

Neither  the  tiger  nor  the  rose  could  save  you,  Beauty 

(Will  of  the  tyrant,  will  of  the  flesh)  ; 

There  was  no  Dismas  on  your  right  or  left; 

There  were  no  words,  ineffably  tender, 

To  creep  about  you  like  lover's  arms  in  the  summer 

night 
And  hold  your  pain  from  pain,  your  dying  from 

the  wind's  cold  kiss. 
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They  have  loved  your  body,  Beauty ; 

They  have  required  the  harlot's  kiss; 

They  have  crushed  you  and  nailed  you  to  death, 

Unknowing  of  resurrection  and  the  garden  in  the 

dawn, 
Bidding  farewell  to  your  corpse 
Midway  between  the  tiger  and  the  rose, 
Under  a  tropic  sun. 


June  Sun  on  the  Rain 
on  the  Fig  Trees 

This  is  a  flame  that,  willing,  lost  its  life  in  greenness, 

overspread 
With  summer's  other  ice,  the  nimble  rain, 
Stayed  in  a  seeming  rigid  pause  upon 
The  fig  leaves'  furry  hold : 

This  is  a  life  well  lost,  to  rise 

From  gold  descent  in  emerald  fire  upburning,  cool, 

A  generous,  restful  glory  to  support 

The  tiny  color-bursts  within  the  winking  drops 

And  in  its  verdant  richness  never  fear 

The  charms  of  brighter,  smaller  wealth, 

Nor  know  the  lurking  threat. 
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These  are  a  portent  of  the  further  stage— 

This  fire  that  burns  in  darksome  promise  in  the 

early  sun, 
This  rain  that  holds  to  leaves  and  earth, 
Waiting  the  clutching  hour, 
And  then,  all  unreluctant,  leave 
The    open,    trusting   earth,    its    trees,    its    offering 

blooms, 
To  fire  triumphant,  undefeated,  naked,  unashamed, 
The  bronze-strong  grasp  of  bold  July. 


Song  in 

a  Black  Winter  Rain 

Like  pain  anonymous  and  huddled  to  the  ground, 

Darksome  below  the  drenching  rain  of  night 

And  half  asleep  in  loneliness 

And  half  awake  because  the  same 

Had  grown  a  weakened  opiate 

And  trapped  the  terrors  with  a  tattered  net, 

He  did  not  move  within  the  crouch, 

But  stayed  beneath  the  crush 

Of  heavy  bluntness  and  of  cold. 

Then  crept  his  hand  along 

The  wet-packed  earth  beneath  a  leafless  tree  and 

found 
A  root,  a  cold  tube  plunging  into  ground, 
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A  fructifying  fertile  form, 

A  dark  conveyor,  prophesying  life 

And  rising  splendor,  slyly  in  the  night, 

Then,  with  a  flash,  all  sudden  in  the  shadows'  logic, 

ultimate, 
Of  nothingness  and  sun  upon  a  tree 
In  weary,  happy  gorgeousness  bowed  down. 

The  darkness  of  the  rain 

Was  comfort  to  him  then, 

And  loneliness  a  flame  within  his  heart. 


Love  Song  in  Winter 

Remember,  lover,  through  the  long,  cold  night— 
The  barren  night  and  winter  of  despair, 
And  wakings  in  the  time  of  frozen  dawns- 
Remember  August  and  fire-fingered  lust, 
And   all   the   stars  you   crushed   together   in   your 

hands, 
Hot  from  the  low-slung  sky, 
And  threw,  a  molten  mass, 
Within  my  breast,  to  seek  like  fire ; 
Remember  beauty,  and  the  silent  dark, 
The  pear  tree  swimming  in  the  waves  of  heat, 
Sea-motion-slow,  white-naked  in  the  moon; 
Remember,  face  to  face,  the  voice  of  ycur  desire, 
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Low  pleading,  like  the  stir  of  grasses  in  the  secret 

time, 
And  sweet  like  earth  new-cooled  from  heat. 

These  things  remember  in  the  long,  cold  night, 
The  wind-swept,  barren  night  of  lost  desire ; 
And  in  your  nightmare's  ice-ribbed  caverns,  many- 
celled, 
Find  strength  within  the  freezing  arms  of  shame. 


Frost  in  August 

There  is  a  tight  unbuttoned  joy 

That  guarantees  conjunction; 

It  takes  the  rigid  mutual  hold  of  thin  determined 

lips 
And    glues    it    to    the    clawlike    hands,    possessive, 

clutching  pages. 

This  one  for  Shakespeare's  Lacy's  half-existent  rage, 
Outweighing  Hamlet's  darkness  in  the  daytime  of 

his  life, 
And  that  for  "What  Is  Tragedy?",  alight, 
Dull  in  the  manner  of  a  dingy  star 
Flicking  a  lampshade's  smoky  flame 
Upon  a  brilliant  page,  now  grown  obscurely  mean. 
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O    wind   upon    the    sea,   hard-wrought   upon    our 

being's  fragile  hull, 
O  light-clean  voices  in  the  stifling  night, 
Be  strong  in  great  hostility 
Or  vaster  still  in  keen  instructive  kindness : 
Yet,  in  the  either  sort,  be  bold 
To  mortify  dull  meanness  out  of  mind 
And  sing  of  rainbows  in  the  shaky  promise  of  the 

dawn. 


To  a  Dead  Aviator 

Did  you  think  to  slip  invisibility  around  you  like  a 

cape, 
Or  dance  like  a  dying  thought  upon  the  rim  of 

time, 
Mocking  with  nimble  feet  the  end  of  things? 
O,  earth-bright,  slow  to  learn  the  heavy  ways  of 

death— 
Not  eagle-flash,  nor  swift  red  beauty  in  the  tropic 

wood, 
Be  symbols  of  your  passing, 
But  new-dead  cities,  smoldering  in  their  pain, 
Dull  anguish,  and  the  sullen  length  of  night. 
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Of  Winter  and  of  Death 

Winter,  be  slow  upon  the  gaudy  traces  of  our  fall, 
Nor  blot  too  soon  the  dying  with  your  death : 
Leave  still  for  us  a  while  the  moaning,  half-leaved 

trees 
To  wake  the  fruitful,  frosty  night  or  haunt  its  misty 

sleep 
With  echoed  music  from  the  pleading  dead. 

Leave  us  November  and  the  slanting  sun 

Like  blood  upon  the  hills  laid  bare  for  snow ; 

Leave  us,  for  one  space  more, 

The   ground   new-gaunt,    but   warm   beneath   the 

frost, 
A  fruitful  womb,  ensemened  for  the  spring. 

O  wistful,  lonely  death, 

Come  slow. 

Leave  sharp  November 

Till  we  answer  all  its  prayers ; 

Leave  autumn 

Till  beneath  its  rustly  nights 

We  know  the  farther  harvest,  rich  and  full, 

And  motionless  beneath  the  fixed  moon. 

Then  come,  O  winter-time, 

Cold-bitter,  heart-sick  ghost  that  makes  the  harvest 
sure 
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For  all  except  yourself : 
Then  come. 

For  then,  O  lonely  ghost,  how  sweet  to  us, 
Your  swift-paced  foot  upon  the  early  snow. 


Three  Columns 
in  a  Lonely  Place 

Here  where  the  sands,  low-lying,  willingly  dissolve 
Into  the  frenzied  power  of  sea,  the  plateau  on  the 

cliff 
Looks  down  in  placid  isolation,  and  aloof: 

Three-columned  beauty,  clean  against  the  sky, 
And  cutting  with  a  fine  distinction,  sharper  than  a 

biting  blade's, 
The  white  of  marble  from  the  rigid  hold  of  blue 

upon  the  sky: 
Chaste    form    within    the    gaudy    sunset's    frankly 

daubed   explicitness, 
And  bearing,  in  the  night,  withdrawal's  lonely  white 

insinuations,  told 
Beneath  the  moon : 

But  in  the  noontime's  drenching  heat,  most  powerful 
of  all 


46 


To  hurt  the  heart  and  bring  a  paralyzing  sickness 

to  the  mind, 
To  think  of  cleanly  rich  completeness,  dying 
To  three  columns  on  a  height, 
And  they  a  prey,  in  turn, 
To  patient,  waiting  death. 

But  yet  there  is  a  note,  persistent,  in  the  heat : 

It  sings  of  answer, 

And,  in  economy,  its  theme  is  unadorned  but  clear. 

Deep  down  within  the  wavy  heat,  sea-changed, 

Death  lies,  his  vast  destructive  might 

Turned  to  a  gently  motioned  sleepingness, 

An  iron-rigid  death  of  death  in  over-lying  depth. 

But  beauty,  high  above  his  cancelled  strength, 

Stands  white,  undying,  vindicated,  calm, 

And  in  a  reminiscent,  happy  mood 

Thinks  through  eternity  of  three  marked  lengths  of 

time 
And  of  a  mighty  revelation  in  a  searching  sun. 
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Artifacts 


Cities 

Along  the  path  that  lies 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  walls  of  ancient  cities 

Let  us  walk  and  know : 

Let  us  say  the  names  of  Samarkand, 

Of  Buda-Pest,  of  Carthage,  and  of  Rome, 

Marseilles  and  Babylon, 

And  high,  presumptuous  Troy  against  the  morning. 

Old  cities,  whisper  wisdom  as  we  pass ; 
And  through  the  unmoved  air 
Send  down  the  silvered  leaf  into  the  still  canals 
From  off  the  dying  olive  through  your  walls. 
Thus  make  us  look  to  see 
If  there  is  life  beneath  your  death— 
We  of  the  cacophonous  towns,  exposed  to  atom- 
doom 
(Chicago,  Cracow,  Kansas  City, 
Glasgow,  'Frisco,  Kennebunkport,  Maine) . 

As  granite  to  your  clay- 
As  beauty's  self  to  beauty's  symbols, 
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Say  the  names 

Of  wise  Aquinas ;  and,  for  Rome, 

Say  Hildebrand,  say  Pius  more  than  once, 

And  all  the  saints  who  wore  the  triple  crown; 

Say  Augustine ; 

Name  old  Confucius,  leaning  toward  the  Light 

And  peering  with  the  wrinkled  face  of  long-enduring 

love; 
Name  Newman  and  name  Becket  and  name  More; 
And  name  Matt  Talbot  and  St.  Patrick. 

Old  cities,  where  the  ruins  lie 

Obscured  with  roses  and  the  heavy  growth  of  time, 

Old  cities,  where  the  streamlined  houses  stand  on 

death, 
And  Rome  (old  city  ever  young), 
Teach  us  the  golden  song  that  haunts  your  empty 

rooms 
And  sings  within  the  corners  of  your  streets : 
And  in  these  days,  our  heavy  days,  Jerusalem, 
Bring  to  one  clear,  full  chord  the  melody, 
Proclaiming,  while  the  quiet  petal  falls 
To  dissolution  on  the  blistering  clay, 
One  Name,  and  to  it  add 
The  long  three  hours  and  the  death  of  death. 
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Old  Cotton  Warehouses 
near  the  Wharf,  Mobile 

Telling  tall  tales  in  the  August  sun, 

Within  a  brush  of  chinaberry  leaves  upon  the 
roughness  of  their  brick, 

Or  brooding  in  the  drench  of  summer  moon, 

Asleep  like  old  men  in  the  waking  naps  of  night, 

Alone  inside  old  age's  alien  blackly-drawn  circum- 
ference, 

They  clamp  down  clutching  hands  on  those  who 
cannot  run 

Nor  shake  the  spell  for  which  they  half  despise 
themselves. 

The  floats  for  Mardi  Gras 

Lie  in  the  strange  unnatural  wombs; 

In  August,  cotton  fills  them  with  a  lessened  glory; 

And  their  soundless  songs 

Come  straight  from  childhood  and  a  siren's  throat. 

Squeak-cracked  with  puberty, 

To  make  the  heart  pause  after  sudden  leap 

And  lust  for  days  that  never  lived 

And  epic  splendor  in  a  grubby  speculator's  ways, 

romantic  through  a  mist 
Of  cotton  sugar  candy,  pink. 

The  lizard  slyly  winks 

Upon  the  massive  beauty  of  a  hard,  rough  brick. 
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The  Church  of  St.  Thomas  More, 
New  York  City 

Its  neo-Gothic  peace  is  quiet, 

Shunning  silver  trumpets: 

It  talks  in  whispers,  bringing  to  the  Presence  there 

The  courtesy  of  Edward's  and  his  mother's  time; 

It  hints  the  passing-by  of  Henry  James,  in  elegant 

uninterest— 
But  passing,  just  the  same, 
Back  to  something  psychological 
And  for  its  own  respective  form 
Quite  fat. 

Bright  opulence  does  not  impinge: 
No  plastery  weeping  here, 
Nor  even  guaranteed  gold  leaf 
Wherever  there  is  vacant  space  or  curlycue  un- 
splashed  on. 

Its  altar  stands  a  miracle 

Within  our  Roman  fold: 

Nor  quivering  under  baldachin 

Appropriate  to  the  largest  church  we  do  not  have, 

Nor  staggering  under  shrunk-up  crucifix  and  vast 

white  gestury  saint: 
Its  simple  table  boasts 
Red-curtained  reverence  upon  three  sides 
And  tiny  fine-carved  wooden  angels  on  the  nearer 

poles, 
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Reposeful  loveliness,  within  its  quiet  scale; 
Its  crucifix  stands  guard 
Upon  the  treasure  chest  below. 

And  all  is  low-church  Catholic  and  calm. 

Our  Lady,  bas-reliefed  behind  her  altar, 

Holds  Our  Lord;  and  with  a  slight  and  graceful 

flutter  thinks 
Of  porcelain  and  Delia  Robbia. 
The  pot  of  tall  white  tulips  to  her  left 
Is  offering  enough  where  nothing  can  suffice 
But  merely,  tenderly  suggest. 

St.  Thomas,  on  his  gray  wall  looks 

Three-quarters  out  of  green, 

Judicial,  calm,  and  helpful, 

Holbein-honest. 

Perhaps  his  thoughts  run  down 

Two  blocks  to  Guggenheim 

And  spiral  up— a  flowery  way? 

The  stations  of  the  cross?— to  God. 

For  merry  meetings  in  the  sight  of  God, 

He  stands  reliable: 

He  fits  the  Gothic  calm. 
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Grace  Episcopal  Steeple, 
New  York  City 

In  May  the  lilies  stand 

Tall  to  the  sky  in  country  places : 

They  seek  the  tantalizing  golden  goal  of  sun, 

The  mellow,  known  fulfillment  of  their  love. 

They  do  not  fail,  failing  of  ultimate  reach : 

They  find,  within,  the  grace  they  sought  without— 

The  power  of  thrust, 

The  sharp  ecstatic  lance -like  urge  toward  sky, 

Pointed  more  finely  than  a  needle's  tip, 

Transcendent  inner  joy,  implanted  by  the  Sun, 

By  Him  engendered  and  through  Him  fulfilled. 

So  Renwick's  steeple  stands 

Indomitably  romantic, 

Ancient  of  days, 

Seen  sometimes  marble-hard  in  basic  line 

Against  an  old-time  painter's  May-June  sky 

Of  boiling  thunder-headed  grays, 

Half  from  the  Hudson  Valley's  mellow  newborn 

life, 
Half  from  the  spring  that  burst  in  opulence 
On  Scott's  and  Cooper's  generous  sprawling  lands. 

Or  seeking  sun  against 
An  alien  urban  view 
Of  girder,  water  tank, 
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Of  office-building's  square  facetious  height. 

The  steeple  heads  its  church, 

And  grows  to  seek 

A  goal  it  will  not  reach 

Of  sun  that  glitters  down  upon  strange  views 

Of  never-living  knights, 

Of  opera-scenery  shrines, 

Of  hermits  known  to  Coleridge 

And  castles  planned  by  Keats. 

It  finds,  instead, 

An  inward  grace  that  crept  without, 

That  lay  upon  its  neo-Gothic  curlings  like  a  charm ; 

That  put  strong  lines  upon  its  ornate  length, 

And  in  the  city's  dark  smoke-filled  despair 

Shot  swift,  firm-disciplined,  and  clean, 

High  to  a  peak  where  men  remember  Sun, 

High  to  a  cross  that  points 

The  stifling  weight  of  emptiness  and  loss, 

The  acid-bitter  clawings  of  their  pain. 


Gaudy  High  Altar 

The  Renaissance  loved  convolution,  splendid  in  the 

rolling  curves 
Of  massive  stone  grown  playful, 
Of  domes  that  danced  with  a  big  man's  grace, 
Of  St.  Teresa  in  a  way  to  give 
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A  fluttery  field  day  to  the  Freudians, 

Of  naked  cherubs  rendered  fluttery,  too, 

At  contemplation  of  a  marble  pope 

And  possibilities  of  papal  days  in  purgatory : 

Pink  butterflies  upon  a  curvesome  breeze, 

And  safely  distant  from  exciting  flame. 

The  columns  twisted  gaily  up ; 

The  chandeliers  coiled  gaily  down, 

Investigating  gravity 

With  slightly  moving  tail  and  bulging  eyes  of  happy 

impudence : 
The  altars  blazed  a  glory  that  despised  repose, 
But  substituted  easy  ambulation, 
Moving  in  the  motioned  laziness  of  waves, 
Upon  a  youthful  summer's  day,  under  slight  breeze 
And  kind  indulgent  sun. 

The  splendor  lived  its  gorgeous  day— 

But  sadly  breathed  its  course  into  the  nighttime, 

too: 
It  did  not  have  the  Gothic  grace 
To  die  as  lightly  as  a  feather  in  a  flame 
Or  glistening  dew  within  an  unseen  moment  of  the 

morning. 

Its  rumpled  tawdry  death-pangs  groan 

Within  the  cluttered  chancel  of  the  latest  church; 

It  momentary  spurts  of  frantic  thrust 
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Come  up  in  little  columns,  double-capitalled  with 

gilt, 
And  vulgar  gaudiness  smeared  over  restful  gray ; 
And  grandeur  plays  a  sour,  self-distrustful  note 
Between  fat,  graceless  cherubs 
Under  crystal  chandeliers, 
Ugly  beyond  price 

And  far  outdistancing  the  worth  of  pearls 
On  Mrs.  Gotrock's  bulgy  breasts. 


Arches  above  the  Aisle 

Columns,  Si.  Joseph's  Church, 
New  Orleans 

The  graceful  loping  rhythm  of  a  rope 

Thrown  by  a  hand  so  practiced  and  secure 

It  has  a  knack  for  laziness  and  slow  pretended  pause 

And  teasing  summer-day  abandon : 

These  are  its  arches,  low  and  long, 

Flowing  to  its  altars  in  a  forward  roll, 

Remembering  every  movement  in  our  earthly  round 

That  hates  a  calculated  seeming  way 

Of  sharp  preciseness  and  a  Gothic  point, 

But  loves  a  porpoise  loll 

Behind  a  ship  in  slightly  sleeping  waters, 

Fall  of  arching  waves, 
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The  moonflower's  even  pace  to  fullness,  growing  in 

suggested  light, 
The  paddle  wheel 
Nudging  a  sloping  place 
Beneath  a  tall  magnolia's  mossy  bend— 

And  all  of  this 

Below  the  distant  darkness  of  the  roof, 

The  noble  elevation  of  the  noble  minds 

That  put  it  high  above 

Almighty  God  in  humble  state  upon  His  throne, 

Outgoing  in  veiled  curves  of  love, 

Too  kind  to  dwarf  the  glory  of  His  house. 


The  Plaster  Statue  of 

St.  Anthony  Obscuring  an 
Altar,  St.  Patrick's,  New  York 

The  literal-minded  faithful  know  he  dwells 

In  plaster  with  a  self-pleased  empty  stare 

At  darkness  over  sputtering  flame ; 

And  though  the  reredos  has  tales  to  tell, 

In  marbly  Gothic  lightness,  with  an  old-time  fluttery 

ease 
Preaching  Victorian  complicated  coolness,  outside 

the  traffic  rush, 
Clear  white,  all  sides  surrounded  by 
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Calm  dusk  to  stand  and  think  within— 

This  sight  will  never  do  for  other  vacant  minds. 

Therefore,  the  outsize  plaster  lump 
Gives  peace,  concealing  grace,  sweet  stories, 
And  the  nimble,  turning  thoughts  of  bas-relief, 
The  dim  suggestive  profiles  for  explicit  prayers. 


Small  Towns  in  August 

The  sleepy  towns  that  lie  along  the  roads 

Suggest  analogy; 

The    brittle-seeming   silver   leaves,    fingering    the 

breeze, 
Move  matching  thoughts  along  the  mind : 

These  are  the  towns  that  parallel  the  towns  that 

saw 
The  August  dust  drift  high  as  plagues  in  Egypt 
From  the  coldly-measured  beat 
Of  men  in  uniform,  and  therefore  barely  men, 
Breaking  the  deep  late-summer  calm 
Of  orchards  bending  low  in  lazy  wealth, 
The  fruited  rich  fulfillment  of  the  years  of  peace, 
To  tear  the  world  in  agony  to  death, 
To  open  up  the  years  of  war, 
A  century  less  a  year  from  Waterloo. 
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In  these  late-summer  noons  the  pocket  wheatfields 

lie 
All  in  a  lightly  turning  doze, 
Compact  of  nimble  colors  on  a  patina  of  gold, 
Sun-whitened  through  the  drowsing  days 
And  cooled  with  frost  of  moon  upon  the  gently- 
motioned  night: 

These  are  the  fields  that  touch  the  towns 
And  with  them  hold  sweet  quiet  up  to  men, 
An  offering  and  a  plea. 

The  crimson  poppies  lace 

The  thin-stemmed  wheat  to  vines  that  clutch  the 

sturdy  eaves : 
They  sing  the  beauty  of  the  land  well-tilled; 
They  blaze  the  v/arning  color  of  the  vivid  birth  of 

death. 


Japanese  Garden, 
Casually  Viewed 

Clean,  neutral  nature  is  respected  here, 
Singing  no  bold  songs- 
No  diapason  surges  of  an  evil  strength, 
No  trumpets  screaming  of  a  silver-essenced  joy : 
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But  these  stand  here  serene 

And  managed  to  a  twilight  poise : 

Small  pebbles,  hard  as  whiteness^  and  three  stones, 

All  in  a  line  as  clean  as  light; 

And  underneath  the  openness  of  sky, 

Dark,  speared  across  the  earth  in  fine  economy, 

Low  trees  give  barely-motioned,  other  restfulness 

To  angularity  of  land. 


Rococo  Facade 

Within  the  great  room's  over-decorated  girth, 
His  heavy  body  moved. 

And    everywhere    there    was    a    pendulous,    slow 

soothing  motion: 
Even  where  the  ornate  desk  stood  still, 
Its  polished  dryads  smiled; 
Their  cheeks  sent  muted  wooden  gleams  into  the 

room; 
Their  legs  coursed  down  in  leisured  curves ; 
The  pictures  held  slow  sport  up  to  the  viewer, 

under  trees; 
And  goddesses  who  lolled  in  charlotte  russe 
Were  crowned  by  cherubs,  naked  to  an  ambling  stir 

of  air. 
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No  trees  were  violent  against  the  window's  pane. 
But  limber  bushes  stood  and  slowly  swayed, 
Top-heavy  with  the  morning's  dew 
Or  weary  weight  of  afternoon. 

And  yet  within  his  soul 

No  gracious  movement  turned  him  to  an  end, 

Mighty  and  true;  but  only  stagnant  dead  air  of  a 

void 
Lay  there,  and  pitiful  pretense,  which  made  him 

bravely  smile, 
A  cheerful  raffish  skull,  unterrified, 
Because  there  was  no  further  doom  to  fear. 

There  was  a  little  inner  motion  then, 

And,  like  an  empty  swing  within  a  chilly  breeze, 

It  arched  across  the  night. 
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Assorted  People 


Deposition  of  Marcus 
the  Sailor,  A.D.  30 

Among   the    drab,    unpointed   movements   of   the 

barren  time, 
When  sun  went  down  in  heat, 
I,  Marcus,  stood  upon  the  still  land  by  the  water's 

edge. 

And  I  could  feel  the  green  and  lazy  flames  beneath 

the  depths 
Lick  in  the  caverns  of  a  thousand  seas 
And  lie  athwart  the  gold  in  splendid  lust 
And  burn  in  beauty  on  the  hidden  walls, 
A  thousand  or  ten  thousand  miles  away,  and  deep : 
I  touched  this  beauty  when  I  touched  the  sea. 

And  so  I  went  and  sought 
And  never  found. 

I  am  an  old  man  now, 

And  I  have  failed. 

But  having  failed,  I  sing  a  gladder  song, 

I,  pausing  on  this  thin-laced  line  of  sand; 
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For  I  would  scorn  the  gold  I  wished  to  find ; 

The  blazing  flame  is  tepid  fire  to  arms  that  cannot 

feel 
More  than  a  spider's  touch 
From  June's  hot  breeze. 

I  have  not  lost :  I  have  but  merely  failed 
In  seeking  that  which,  gained,  is  lost- 
Like  those  sweet  blooms  which  die  within  our  hands 
And  wither  on  the  lips  that  love  them. 

And  so  I  stand  upon  this  line  of  sand, 

An  old  man, 

In  all  un -wisdom  wise : 

For  I  have  felt  the  fires  begin  to  burn 

Within  me,  not  without ; 

And  I  have  felt  a  journey  come  upon  me, 

Unsought  by  me,  and  feared. 

And  yet  in  fearing,  I  begin  to  sense 

The  stark,  tremendous  beauty  I  shall  see 

When,  one  vast  journey  compassed  through  a  sea 

of  pain, 
I  stand  in  brightness— 
I,  who  cannot  name  this  Light, 
Nor  know  the  reason  for  my  joy, 
But  wait  expectant  by  the  silent  sea. 
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The  Burial  of  the  Bishop 


In  those  times  the  actual  burial  service  had  to  be  read 
by  the  Anglican  minister.  .  .  .  And  the  clergyman  wrote 
in  his  register:  "Anno  Domini  1781,  January  22.  Buried 
the  Reverend  Richard  Challoner,  a  Popish  priest  and 
Titular  Bishop  of  London  and  Salisbury,  a  very  pious  and 
good  man,  of  great  learning  and  extensive  abilities." 

—michael  trappes-lomax:  Bishop  Challoner 


Lie  in  the  black  Gothic  shadows, 

Lie  in  the  country  church, 

Where  the  Age  of  Reason  spreads  her  dim,  timid 

glare 
In  the  magnificent  dark  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
Lighting  her  face  away  from  sanctity, 
Afraid  of  Him  who  speaks  over  the  brooding  of 

vast  waters, 
Seeking  truth  in  the  feeble  wick-fire  of  her  own 
scant  candle. 

Lie,  old  bishop,  in  the  night  and  eclipse  of  your 

fortunes, 
Before  the  high  pulpit, 
Whence  the  periodic  sentences 
Have  strayed,  untroubled,  through  the  ranks  of  the 

sleepy  congregations, 
Out  of  the  door  to  the  fragrant  fields 
And  dissolved  in  the  sun. 

Lie  in  your  narrow  black  coffin, 

The  long,  dark  home, 

Hear  the  cadenced  roll  of  the  liturgy 
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Promising  resurrection, 

In  the  bold  splendor 

Of  words  too  expensive  for  you,  old  bishop, 

Mumbler  of  tavern-Masses, 

Hearer  of  dull,  vicious  sins, 

Statistically  recounted  in  secret  places. 

Lie  still  in  the  church,  old  bishop, 

And  while  the  green  fly  buzzes  between  you  and 

the  sound  of  the  service, 
Have  all  time  all  about  you  at  once, 
Bell-loud,  insistent,  tumultuous, 
Mad  with  the  ring  of  your  Masses, 
Your  stubborn-loved  Masses, 
Before  all  this,  and  after, 
And  all  around  it— 

And  seeing  the  ornate  mistakes  of  the  moment, 
Wise,  gentle  old  bishop, 
Safe  in  your  darkness,  smile. 


Adonis  Now  Grown  Old 

Adonis  now  grown  old  within   the   aging  of  the 

world 
Put  withered  arms  upon  the  barren  branches  of  the 

dawn 
And  thought  of  nighttime's  hiding  comforts  and 

the  vivid  curse  of  day 
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And  with  an  old  man's  petulance  recalled 
The  sunset's  dim-remembered  bite 
Of  dim-remembered  fire,  grown  cold. 

This  was  his  perfect  beauty's  furthest  ashen  reach; 

This  was  the  ancient  morning's  promise, 

Not  beyond  his  backward-reaching  thought,  but 
almost  so: 

His  tall  curved  body  in  the  sunshine's  early  fire 

Bent  to  an  arc  above  the  dew  and  under  flame 

Across  the  young  day's  eager  lies 

And  easy  hopeful  prophecies  of  joy— 

And,  greater  still,  the  endless  vista, 

Golden  circles  in  an  endless  line, 

Containing  golden  pleasures,  half-perceived,  half- 
hidden  in  a  mellow  mist, 

And  ever-sweeter,  ever-soothing  zephyrs  on  the  land 
And  skies  that  cried  for  half-awakened  love 
To  put  a  light  upon,  diffused. 

Then  came  the  twilight  of  his  kind 

And  stirring  restless  sleep  upon  a  blanched  world 

gray, 
The  gray  inertia  in  a  half-surprise, 
Too  drained  of  youth  to  know  a  vigored  pain. 

The  land  grew  cold ; 

The  flowers  bloomed  into  a  faded  death ; 
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And  silence  sang  a  jagged -broken  song  of  fear, 
Holding  the  earth  in  lean  annihilation's  frozen  trap. 

This  was  his  hatred's  dim-remembered  plaint, 
Knowing   no   solace,    craving   no    answer's   silver- 
trumpet  bars. 

Adonis  stood  beneath  the  sun's  swift  puberty 

And  cursed  with  feeble  filth  the  void 

That  lay  about  Olympus'  white,  ironic,  desert  cone. 


St.  John  Berchmans, 
August,  1621 

I  lie  in  the  small  room  watching  the  Roman  heat 

Lick  the  tall  cedars  into  slow  shivers 

Too  slight  to  testify  to  wind, 

Too  sly  for  small  boys  climbing  to  the  clouds. 

Only  the  lizard's  eyes  are  quick : 

Black  like  the  people's  here  they  are. 

They  have  quick  thoughts,  quick  eyes,  the  people 

here, 
And  slow  lithe  bodies. 
I  hear  them  laugh  at  all  times. 
Especially,  I  hear  them  laugh 
When  they  are  far  away  and  I  stretch  forth 
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Hands  from  my  mind,  hands  from  my  heart, 
And  touch  and  love  them. 

They  have  quick  angry  hearts,  these  Romans: 
These,  too,  I  lightly  touch,  lying  here  upon  my  bed. 
I  touch  them  lightly  as  I  used  to  touch 
Our  Flemish  flowers, 
Cold  in  the  early  morning, 
Cold  before  Mass ; 

Red  as  the  Precious  Blood  they  were, 
And  sweet  as  a  tall  ship 

With  spices  from  the  Indies  cooling  in  her  hold. 
I  touched  them ;  and  I  took 
Their  feel  upon  my  hands 
And  held  them  towards  the  Host 
As  light  ran  down  in  golden  lengths  of  air 
Into  our  cold  tall  churches. 
And  at  God's  Mother's  altar  after  Mass 
I  touched  the  flowers'  fragrance  to  Our  Lady's  feet, 
naming  her  name. 

Lightly,    I    touch    the    heat   upon    these   Romans' 

hearts : 
I  place  my  pain  upon  their  pain; 
Alone,  I  lie  together  with  them  on  the  cross. 

In  our  quiet  Flemish  town 

The  people's  eyes  were  blue,  their  voices  clear  and 
sharp— 


68 


Sharp  as  the  church  bells'  blows  of  sound  upon  the 

icy  fields. 
Barefoot  I  walked  upon  the  icy  fires  in  darkness, 
Following  the  Stations  in  our  northern  land: 
Up  to  the  burning  pains  of  Christ  I  held 
The  coolness  of  our  Flemish  land; 
And  to  Our  Lady's  burning  cheek  I  pressed 
Spring  nights  upon  our  roses. 

In  this  small  room  I  slightly  turn; 

I  hear  the  movement  of  my  rosary's  beads; 

My  finger  makes  slight  sound  across  my  book, 

Feeling  its  rules  speak  love : 

My  lips  are  loud,  whispering  to  Christ  upon  His 

cross, 
Saying  small  prayers. 

The  green  lizard  on  the  green  leaf 

Sways  slightly;  and  the  brightness  of  his  eyes 

Cuts  sharp  into  my  own  like  love: 

We  watch  each  other,  knowing  peace, 

Knowing  the  feel  of  God  upon  the  land, 

Knowing  the  sweet  reposeful  love  within 

The  sullenness  of  heat. 


69 


To  St.  Pius  X  at  Easter 

Pius,  the  springtime  rolls  like  a  wave  upon  our  land. 
White-capped  in  bloom  above  the  long-flung  green. 
With  flame  and  rainbowed  spray 
Audacious,  sudden,  in  the  fierce  engendering  sun. 

Strange  wise  men  drone  about  the  vast  significance 

Of  all  of  this: 

They  draw  on  Tennyson  and  violets, 

On  hope  resurgent  and  the  brave  atomic  bomb; 

And  chorus  girls  in  white  samite 

Put  over  the  Resurrection  in  the  City  Park. 

The  springtime  spreads  upon  our  land, 
A  splendid  growth  this  time, 
Seeking  interpretation, 

Knowing  no  answer  for  its  roots  within  the  tomb. 
Finding    no    solution    in    the    cold,    unanswering 
ground. 

We,  feeling,  too,  the  life  within  us  stir— 
The  silver  flower  in  the  golden  light- 
Ask  why,  and  will  not  take 
The  symbol  for  the  reason, 
Nor  walk  in  blindness  in  the  splendid  dawn. 

O  holy  man  of  God,  wise  pope, 

Who  spoke  the  bold,  tremendous  words  of  life 

And  blazoned  Peter's  promised  strength 
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And  Paul's  bright  sword  against  the  night 
And  pointed  newly  to  the  .minds  of  men 
The  clean,  hard  facts  that  gave  the  symbols  truth 
And  cursed  the  sentimental  lies 
That  lay  upon  us  like  the  coddling  hand  of  death- 
Be  strong  for  us  in  prayer 
That  in  our  dark,  evasive  days 
We  hold  the  simple  truth 
Of  reclaimed  flesh  and  broken  tomb 
And  know  the  flame  within 
The  glad,  outrageous  symbol  of  the  spring. 


Old  Adam,  a  Parable 

Old  Adam,  standing  by  the  low-arched  bridge, 
Felt  summer,  vertical  in  lines  of  green 
And  dying  in  a  thrust  of  yellow  joy, 
Grow  mocking-sweet  upon  his  pain 
And  sing  to  empty  places  in  his  soul. 

These  were  the  songs  that  once  had  beat  upon  his 

veins 
And  burned  his  heart  to  fury  in  the  still,  unmotioned 

noons, 
Filled  with  all  dancing  things,  reposed: 
The  pink  vine-flowers'  claw  of  honeyed  bloom 
Down-reaching  from  the  wires,  the  sunflowers'  rigid 

wheel, 


71 


The  rain-bent  red  crepe  myrtle  arching  toward  the 

earth 
Above  the  incense  of  the  dying  grass. 

And  now  the  white  bones  of  the  ancient-dead 
Lay  not  less  silent  in  the  dark  forgotten  places  under 

moon 
Than  did  the  songs  of  summer  in  his  soul, 
The  music  of  bare  color  in  his  heart. 

"O    odysseys    whose    seeking    joy    was    such/'    he 

thought, 
"That  goals  were  there  for  challenge,  not  reward, 
"And  seas  fought  green  upon  the  pressing  hull 
"And  foamed  in  beauty  on  young  mariners, 
"Their  sleek,  lithe  bodies  half  in  love  with  death, 
"Whose  salty  bite  could  sting  them  into  pain 
"So   vivid-bright   with    sun    and   Venus'    flowered 

birth : 

"O  odysseys  remembered  on  a  summer's  noon,  time 

being  banished  for  the  mellow  spell, 
"And  with  the  summer's  noon  unfelt,  forgot, 
"Cast  hallowed  spray  upon  my  eyes 
"And  lave  them  into  sight  again 
"Of  that  which  here  before  me  lies 
"Unseen— remembered  only,  in  a  feeble  flush 
"That  in  remembered  contrast  dies  before  despair." 
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He  laid  his  hands  upon  the  rigid  upward  feel 

Of  reeds  in  August  in  low  places  by  the  water's  edge 

And  stooped  to  see  their  thin  green  lightnings  on 

the  sky— 
And  did  not  feel,  and,  as  a  blind  man,  saw; 
And  at  a  stretch  not  distant  from  his  eyes 
The  yellow  falling  fig  leaf  brought  the  autumn  near ; 
The  lacquered  yellow  dying  leaf  fell  sudden  down 
From  off  the  thick  magnolia;  and  his  heart  beat 

even,  firm, 
The  pace  of  death  in  life,  nor  missed  a  beat,  as  in 

the  former  days, 
At  death's  bright  beauty  touching  earth. 

These  were  the  times  that  stank  of  sullen  death, 

unglorified, 
That  put  the  promise  of  his  hopeful  youth 
Beyond  the  pale  of  memory  and  in  its  place 
Drew  gaping,  circled  nothingness, 
A  round  mushroom  of  smoke  always  upon  a  plain, 
Regardless  of  its  former  verdant  trees  or  pointing 

buildings, 
Water,  cliffs,  or  masts— 
Always  a  plain  beneath  the  rounded  fog. 

And  so  old  Adam  took  his  eyes  unseeing  and  his 

heart  untouched 
Back  to  the  busy  road  that  used  the  bridge- 
Within  him,  dimly,  faintly  calling, 
Like  a  distant  bell,  half  heard, 
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Half  tolled  from  out  the  needle-pointed  reaching 

of  his  soul, 
A  need  which  in  past  times  had  pushed  him  far 
Upon  another  right,  great  road  up  to  a  fork 
And  then  to  fog  and  half -self-willed  confusion  and 

despair. 

All  dark  before  him  and  around, 

His  soul's  wide  night  stood  in  the  summer  noon, 

And  blanketed  the  busy  present  road. 

And  from  its  desolation  might  come  light, 

Sudden  upon  the  inner  gloom, 

Or  out  of  blackness,  blackness  rounded  like  a  hole 

within  the  dark, 
A  tunnel  tunneled  in  the  lightless  land: 

The  choice,  whichever  way, 
Lay  with  him  as  he  stood  upon  the  road, 
Slightly  to  stir  and  seek,  and  so  grow  bold 
With  hope  free-given  to  the  seeker  nearly  blind, 
Or  else  to  die  in  darkness  in  the  brilliant  hopeless 
noon. 


Contemporary  Mystic 

From  out  the  ordinary  promise  of  the  time, 
A  swift  recession  and  a  birth  of  fire 
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Had  left  him  mystical,  his  friends  agreed. 

They  left  it  there : 

Like  metaphysical  in  poetry, 

The  word  was  imprecise, 

Sired  by  someone,  doubtless,  in  a  Johnson  way, 

And  smeared  with  bland  eccentric  glory, 

Meaning  this  and  that, 

Inoculated  with  a  golden  chord, 

And  a  giggle  from  the  booby-hatch. 

He  went  his  way, 
Preferring  scotch  to  bourbon, 
Eating  peanuts  by  the  peck 
(A  cabin  boy  be-highballed 
And  a  rounder  with  the  chives). 

But  in  the  estimation  of  his  unbelieving  friends 
He   kept  secure   his  wild-eyed   mystic's   title  until 

death 
And  all  his  Patmos  fame, 

His  chummy  friendship  with  the  midnight  sun, 
Hot  on  a  daft  equator, 
And  the  moonglow  on  his  lunch, 

By  never  missing  Sunday  nine  o'clock, 
Or  looking  downcast  and  uneasy  at  the  Gospel  of 
St.  John. 
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Blind  Man 

Within  a  corner  of  the  church  he  stood 
Recalling  light,  and  sun  upon  the  texture  of  the 

stone 
Through  violet,  and  amber  in  three  bars,  aslant, 
But  red  a  smear  that  dizzied  him  and  caused  his 

head  to  turn 
And  seek  the  fullness  of  the  daytime,  out-of-doors, 
To  save  his  reason  from  the  triumph-loud  demand- 
ing glory  of  its  parts; 
And  in  the  sober  downward  beaming  of  the  sun 
He  found  a  peace  through  pain. 

Today,  he  ran  his  finger  over  stone : 

The  red  would  be  there  now, 

The  amber  on  his  arm, 

The  violet  remote  at  this  time  of  the  year, 

And  high. 

The  candle-sputter  at  the  feet  of  Joan  of  Arc 
Was  vigorous : 

He  touched  his  finger  to  the  flame, 
And  in  its  momentary  acid  bite 
He  found  again  a  peace, 
Fingering  the  sober  price  of  love, 
The  tiny  transitory  funny  bargain  tag 
Askew  and  dangling  from  the  pearl  of  nameless 
price. 
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Tragedy  Queen 

She  has  not  been  informed  upon  a  point 
Most  necessary  to  her  status  in  our  time : 
She  thinks  that  she  is  happy  and  forgets 
The  eyes  of  Oedipus,  and  Creon's  rage, 
And  in  the  nighttime  of  her  own  cruel  cave 
The  low,  deep  moan  of  brave  Antigone 
Before  the  fearful  final  moment  of  her  life. 

She  swings  upon  her  porch,  behind  the  vines, 

Forgetting  application, 

Forgetting  Colonel  Ullathorne,  her  sire, 

Forgetting  elegant  decay 

As  illustrated  in  her  Great-aunt  Teddybear, 

Her  Cousin  Honeydew,  and  Uncle  James  Mont- 
gomery Montrose  Laird, 

Who  winced  when   Latin  poetry  went  wrong  in 
sound, 

The  same  for  too-cheap  Bourbon, 

And  was  a  kindly  segregationist 

To  help  the  Negroes  realize  themselves 

And    huddle    happily    as   underdogs,    a    mystical 
approach. 

Himself  he  killed 

To  aid  the  onward  march  of  paradox. 

And  all  of  this  we've  seen  before 
In  wise  Greek  tragedy. 
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She  slips  a  shoe  half  off; 

Her  rosary  falls  down,  unheard, 

For  Morpheus,  a  kindly  god, 

But  rarely  seen  in  fiction  on  her  family, 

Has  touched  her  calm  patrician  face. 

There  is  another  slight  suggestion  as  to  how 

She  found  her  peace: 

A  Hill  that  stood  as  stark 

As  mad  Jocasta's  scream 

And  higher  than  the  wails  of  women  wronged : 

Upon  it,  death  lay  dead,  and  things  of  death, 

And  Life  came  down  to  lie 

In  splendid  seemingness  of  loss 

Beneath  a  Woman's  torn  expression,  desolate. 

This  stands  immovable  between 
Her    lived-through    sorrows    and    the    days    of 
Sophocles. 


Exotic 

In  sad  old  age 

He  sat  in  glaring  eminence, 

A  threat  to  children  and  to  any  cook 

Who  spent  four  minutes  on  three-minute  eggs. 
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His  withered  palsied  arms  were  symbols,  parodied, 
Of  tyranny  enthroned,  potential 
Of  the  torture-room. 

And  yet  within  the  ever-moving  eyes, 

The  fierce  and  wistful  gesture  of  disdain, 

There  glared  the  sights  of  India,  and  all  its  fertile 

charm,  denied 
By  wasting  body. 

He  thought  of  other  days,  and  now, 
And  clutched 

His  wrathful  indignation  close  around  him  like  a 
robe,  reliable  and  thick. 

And  thus  he  sat, 

His  claim  established,  and  his  strong  appeal, 

Upon  his  fellow  beings 

And  on  God. 


Deserted  Air  Base 

It  is  a  place  where  glory  dwelled; 

And,  at  the  reminiscent  sight,  all  hearts  beat  sadly, 

happily,  and  true, 
Pumping  like  bad  equipment, 
Banging  in  unison  with  a  piano  at  a  cheap  bar 
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Under  the  influence  of  a  facile,  meandering  drunk 

man, 
Weepingly  thumping. 

Here,  the  boys  in  supply 

Attained  the  high  magnificence  of  hogs, 

Defining  loyalty  with  deeds, 

Enjoying  eight  of  everything 

To  everybody  else's  one  or  tattered  half; 

They  were  a  loving,  joking  crew, 

And  did  their  bit. 

Old  Colonel  Albatross 

Hung  round  the  sergeant  major's  neck : 

It  was  just  penance  for  them  both 

And  served  the  country  by  removing  them 

From    small    civilian    jobs    which    then    could    be 

transferred 
Onto  the  fronts  of  shiny  magazines, 
Coy  small-scale  virtue,  seen  from  a  cozy  point  of 

view, 
And  edifying  everyone,  including  the  boys  in  supply, 
Who  could  not  live  without  a  goal. 

The  little  aesthete  and  the  banker's  clerk 
Intrigued,  long-distance,  for  a  higher  rank,  their 

major  being  off; 
Full  colonels  asked  for  bread, 
Were  given  bread, 
And  sobbed  for  cake; 
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The  general's  mistress  gave  him  pain 

By  acting  like  his  wife: 

She  asked  him  questions,  even. 

And  at  the  neighboring  base, 

Three  planes  came  back,  no  more: 

There  was  a  thought  of  mangled  flesh, 

Of  thick  hair  in  a  biting  blaze, 

Of  eyes,  the  brown,  the  blue, 

Bright  with  a  sudden  horror,  then  congealed 

In  thoughtless  death— 

But,    maybe,    rich-rewarding   penance,    this,    and 

saving  men, 
Peace  from  the  center  of  a  flame. 

The  news  leaked  dimly  to  the  other  base; 
The  general's  mistress  got  it  first, 
Down  by  the  road-fork,  at  the  cozy  pub. 


Convert 

.   .   .  the  raw  material  of  human  nature,  so  excellent,  so 
dangerous,  so  capable  of  divine  purposes. 

—Newman  :  Apologia 


And  then  the  raging  colors  of  the  morning  stood 
In  tall  vast  ordered  ranks. 

The  cool  persuading  fire  touched  vital  fingers  down 
to  roots; 
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And  fine  as  April's,  and  with  all  its  sweets, 

The  mist-rain  lay  upon  his  being, 

Flowers  grew, 

And  autumn's  great  bold  promise  lay  across  his  soul. 


Belloc,  August,  1914 

Far  from  the  little  Nonas  bouncing  deck  he  saw 
The  great  gray  ships  lift  out  of  fog  and  slide 
Swift  to  the  Channel's  brief,  constricted  stretch 
Of  victory  and  loss, 
And  wide  import. 

His  shrewd  ironic  eyes  took  note 

And  in  the  bent  to  battle  stations  knew 

The  hounds  of  war,  re-trained 

In  vicious  fast  efficiency  and  snarling  bite, 

Taught  by  the  bully's  kick, 

Unleashed. 

He  saw  the  answer  to  them  disappear 
Within  the  haze. 

He  tells  the  blunt  fact,  briefly  3  of  the  ships; 
But  surely  in  his  keen  mind's  gaze 
(So  wrong  in  small  things— 
On  the  main  point  ever  clear) 
He  saw  the  fall  of  cities 
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And  the  drab  descent  of  night, 

The  tough,  but  pleasant,  path  to  Rome 

Grown  high  with  weeds, 

And  all  the  suavity  and  gracious  movements  of  an 

age 
Grown  old  within  a  summer's  mellow  length 
And  dead  before  December  took  the  land. 


Almost  Any  Swank  Place 
to  Stay  Along  the  Route 

Wonderfully  constructed  for  the  tourist's  ease, 

It   is   belligerently   representative    (in   unintended 

satire ) 
Of  its  section's  ways, 
Preserved  in  sugar, 

Fortified  with  long-endurance  alcohol, 
And   dreaming  in   quick   anesthetic-manufactured 

sleep 
Of  Other  Days, 
Air-cooled  or  temperately  heated,  as  the  need  may 

be. 
• 
Fighting  for  his  cause, 
The    soldier    (here    the    traveler    may    substitute, 

according  to  the  situation, 
Indian   or  senator,   swashbuckler,   kindly-hearted 

knave, 
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Or  merely  priest) 
Died  game  before  the  coffee  shop, 
A  martyr  to  the  cause  of  atmosphere 
A  doubled-major  saint,  at  least, 
And  also  local  color's  patron. 

There  is  a  hint  of  service  meet 

At  late  convenient  hours 

For  worship  of  a  kindly  question  mark 

As  symbolized  in  nature's  bumpy  facts 

And  Indian  legends  of  the  duller  kind. 

But  underneath  the  sad  naive  confusion  lies 

A  happy,  stubborn  fact, 

A  wandering  hope,  as  children  have, 

Unpointed,  poignant,  good,  to  find, 

To  join  the  craving  of  the  land, 

To  seek  (and  at  long  last  to  come  upon) 

The  Heart  desired  in  epic  patience  by 

The  everlasting  hills. 
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Two  Lives ,  Goncludingly 


Van  Gogh 

Pure  yellow  burns  a  blinding  sight  upon  my  seeking 

eyes; 
My  house  is  butter  under  weight  of  blue, 
A  coolsome  heaviness  that  falls 
From  out  a  turgid  tranquil  moment  in  my  brain; 

And  finally  twelve  whirling,  raw  sunflowers  make 
A  bold  defining  brightness  stark  upon 
A  background  of  the  paler  essence  of  themselves, 
As  if  they  first  dissolved  into  projections  of  their 

fainter  blaze 
And  then  turned  back  again  to  shape, 
Ever  a  whirling  undecided  course 
Between  a  color's  lavish  pouring-forth 
And  ordered  freedom  in  a  circling  round  of  line. 

The  sky  lies  liquid  like  a  rich  and  heavy  ink 

Devouring  paper  in  a  flood  of  blue, 

Until  the  splendid  stars  come  in  a  fertile  shower 

down 
To  fructify  with  yellow  fire 
The  curving  motions  of  a  cobbled  street. 
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Indeed,  the  night  is  much  more  richly  colored  than 

the  day: 
And  this  star  is  forget-me-not, 

And  that  one,  citron  yellow,  biting  through  the  dark 
That  leaves  a  smear  of  blue  upon  my  hand; 
And  on  the  deep  and  placid  almost-nothingness, 
There  are  the  smears   (a  careful  craftsmanship  is 

needed  here) 
Of  green  and  blue;  there  is  a  pinkish  glow. 

But  in  these  latter  days 

I  grope  enquiring  fingers  in  my  brain 

And  feel  and  feel  to  know 

The  final,  subtle  place  of  poise 

Between  the  colors'  essence  and  the  press  of  line, 

The  high  exalted  moment  of  reality 

(The  cypress  sliding  upward  in  a  licking,  curving 

j°y; 

The  wheatfield's  warm  essential  self, 
Bending  in  swift  small  arcs 

Like  tiny  fish  within  a  water  under  tropic  sun; 
And  all  the  colors  in  a  human  face, 
Huddled  behind  the  hiding  lengths  of  line). 

This  is  the  tantalizing  shifting  clear  explicit  world 

I  love, 
Under  full  sun, 

Under  the  garish  splendor  of  the  night; 
This  is  the  peace  that  rolls  in  generous  curves 
Within  me,  knowing  no  disease, 
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Feeling  the  healthy  prod  of  fear, 

Feeling  no  fear  that,  sullen,  blights  and  withers  on 

an  ugly  day 
And  blots  out  beauty  and  a  tender  touch  of  love. 

I  drew  two  pictures  not  so  long  ago, 
Two  thoughts  immersed  in  mood, 
Two  statements  on  the  universe, 
As  much  to  my  own  self  as  to  the  ones  who  saw 
them  glow. 

The  one,  of  broken  tree  and  roses  falling  in  the  sad 

asylum  park, 
Of  rigid,  gray-hard  wall, 

Of  green  pine  needles  in  an  avalanche  of  gloom 
From  off  the  greenish  gloom  about  a  darksome  tree ; 
The  sun  had  put  no  glory  on  the  ground : 
The  earth  was  scorched  into  a  small  red-ochre  plain 
(For  red  as  well  as  green 
Can  carry  desolation's  piercing  shriek 
And  muffled  ugly  cries 

Of  human  passions  passioned  to  their  cinder-ends 
And  gloomy  mass  of  grave-like  shade)  ; 
And  all-containing  anguish  ran 
In  fencing  lines  of  deep,  unyielding  black 
In  ugly  emphasis  to  hold 
The  inert  gloom  into  a  closer  press  of  enervation's 

pain. 

That  was  the  darkness  of  a  world. 

87 


But  then  there  is  an  alternating  world  of  light, 

And  yellow  is  its  name : 

The  second  picture  drains  this  world  into  itself : 

The  mounting  sun  comes  forth  to  see 

The  power  of  his  genitals  spring  skyward  from  the 

female  earth 
In  mellow,  moving  color  of  the  world  of  wheat, 
The  furrows  rising  high  into  the  picture's  height 
Up  towards  a  sun-warmed  wall 
And  lilac  distant  hills ; 
The  colors  in  the  field  run  warm  and  light, 
And  violet  and  yellow-green 
Play  games  within  the  gracious  day ; 
Pure  yellow  rolls  around  the  sun 
And  holds  the  circled  clean  astounding  whiteness  of 

his  shape 
In  innocence  and  joy : 
Here  is  great  calmness  and  a  total  peace, 
Its  rhythms  those  of  love. 

I  know  that  I  am  dying : 

I  have  smoked  my  pipe  in  calmness  on  my  long 

deathbed ; 
I  have  tried  to  keep  from  Theo  a  little  of  the  pain 
Of  watching  death  press  down  upon  my  life. 

I  lie  here  placid  in  the  slow,  enfolding  night, 
A  short  while  bitter  to  be  going  hence, 
Leaving  the  yellow  world, 
Knowing  a  bitter  happiness  to  leave 
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The  darker,  sullen-moving  greens  and  reds 

That  touched  me  with  a  cancering  pain ; 

"There'll  never  be  an  end  of  human  misery/'  I  cry. 

But  Theo's  solid  face  looks  down; 

His  Dutchman's  hands  lie  solid-tender  on  my  own : 

I  see  within  him  and  through  him  a  world 

Of  love  in  lightsome  yellow  motions 

In  a  gracious  sea  of  sun, 

This  other  world, 

This  only  world,  perhaps, 

This  love  alone  that  gives  a  curved-line  tenderness 

To  even  square  brutality 

And  penetrates  without  exception  everywhere 

The  misery  of  man. 

Pure  yellow  lies  throughout  this  other  world  I  seek, 

Turning  in  warm  and  ample  rounds  of  love 

As  smooth  and  rich  as  butter's  taste  upon  a  hungry 

tongue, 
As  kind  as  amber  afterglow  upon  a  peasant's  eyes, 

his  work-day  done, 
A  delicate,  caressing  touch 
From  out  perpetual  light. 
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Judas 


And  he  flung  the  pieces  of  silver  into  the 
temple,  and  withdrew;  and  went  away  and 
hanged  himself  with  a  halter. 

—st.  Matthew's  gospel 


It  is  an  easing  thing  to  feel  the  darkness  grope 
about  me 

And  the  black  swift  wings  of  nighttime,  slier  than  a 
quick  knife's  cut, 

Bite  life  from  out  of  my  body's  agonies 

And  touch  with  curing  nothingness  the  thin  soul- 
light 

That  burns  and  claws  within  me 

Like  a  tiny,  greedy  cancer  living  from  my  heart. 

One  time  upon  a  breezeless  noon 

When  sun  drank  ruthless  of  our  dusty  land 

And  seared  down  far  within  me  as  I  walked  alone 

And  woke  a  nameless  joy  I  could  not  bear  to  house, 

A  golden  envy  of  the  might  of  God, 

A  cramping  twitch  within  my  hand  to  own, 

To  put  possessive,  dying  fingers  on  the  sun— 

I  saw  defeatedly  and  in  content  the  black  clouds 

rise 
Like  locusts  from  the  rigid,  ruthless  line 
That  marks  the  land  from  air; 

I  saw  the  great  clouds  billow  in  the  heat  and  grow 
Huge  in  the  noontime,  sky  against  sky ; 
And  in  their  black  annihilating  greedy  stretch 
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They   smothered   flame    from   heaven;    and    the 

tantalizing  earth 
Lay  all  endurable  again,  without  the  pain  of  joy, 
The  stifling  weight  of  light  that  lies 
On  large  ambition,  hopeless,  and  on  breathing  life. 

I  lay  behind  a  rock  upon  the  ground 

And  let  the  cold,  exploring  rain 

Draw  fingers  down  my  face  and  take  my  body's 

measure 
And  dissolve  within  the  ground  that  lay 
A  cold  and  sodden  mass  beneath  my  spine. 
I  was  contented,  knowing  hopelessness  and  peace 
And  safe  dark  haven  from  demands  of  sun. 

But  then  there  came  upon  me  in  my  unconditioned 

peace 
A  pain  I  had  not  reckoned  with, 
A  lonely  opened  place  within  my  soul, 
A  voice  that  should  not  be  there  and  yet  was, 
A  cry  that  called  for  tenderness  and  sleep, 
Not  death,  within  the  dark, 
And  gentle  stirrings  in  the  silver  haze  of  dawn : 

I  turned  and  screamed  at  hatred  of  this  thing, 

This  bitter  new  demand  that  woke 

When  all  the  other  pain  lay  dead 

And  emptiness  had  brought  its  peace 

And  death  lay  calm  throughout  me  in  the  cold. 
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I  turned  within  the  mud, 

And  thoughts  of  secret  places  in  the  honeyed  night 

And  lovers  touching  flowers  to  the  half-awakened 

eyes 
Of  those   who  slept  in  cherished  confidence  and 

peace 
Came  down  and  touched  my  mind : 
These  were  the  paths  I,  seeking,  could  not  find, 
Nor  wanted,  urgent,  till  the  ways  became  obscure 
And  all  the  trails  weed-choked. 

The  sun  came  out  again ;  I  bathed, 
And  stood  defiant,  naked  in  the  noon : 
My  way  was  lost,  my  refuge  torn  apart. 

But  in  the  lower,  mangled  places  of  my  soul 

I  found  a  plan  that  meanly  worked, 

A  comfortable  connivance  with  the  ways  of  men. 

And  so  for  many  years  I  took  a  cripple's  way. 

Then  came  this  Man  to  cry 

Through  granite  and  through  iron 

And  all  the  tight-sealed  doors  that  held  this  room 

And  waked  the  pain  again 

And  named  the  over-costly  medicine  of  peace, 

The  self-annihilation  of  a  fool, 

As  if  desires  self-killed  could  know  themselves  and 

feed 
Upon  the  food  they  longed  for. 
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And  yet  the  pain  awoke ; 

And  tenderness  seemed  like  those  blooms  that  grow, 

Half  in  the  springtime  months,  half  in  a  sleeping 

mind, 
And  tease  us  out  of  sense. 

My  hatred  grew  within  the  growing  sun ; 

And  in  the  sun  my  joy-in-pain  knew  life  again; 

My  hands  clenched  taut. 

O  harsh  winds  driven  on  a  dusty  earth, 

O  lonely  barren  stretches,  hidden  from  the  light : 

You  were  the  properties  and  places  of  my  home ; 

You  were  the  lands  my  heartless  body  knew 

And  wrought  a  way  upon, 

Until  the  Voice  that  left  me  dying  on  a  twisted  tree 

Called  clear  within  a  pause  within  the  wind, 

Under  a  sudden  sun. 

The  silver  glittered  on  the  high  priest's  eyes; 
It  glittered  in  my  hand ; 
J    And  yet  I  never  took  its  price 

Nor  dreamed  of  what  would  come  to  me  of  it : 

It  glittered  with  a  different  light, 

As  of  a  bright  illumined  deed 

Contained  within  a  secret  darkness  under  trees, 

Under  a  moonless  night,  within  the  comfort  of  a 

mist: 
It  sang  of  beauty  grown  a  small  flame,  dim, 
And  dying  bare  within  the  night  wind's  brutal  rape. 
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I  took  them  to  the  Garden,  and  I  looked  up  once 
And  knew  the  deed  was  good,  so  much  the  flame 

flared  up 
And  gnawed  upon  my  heart, 
So  much  my  heart  knew  agony  and  hope, 
Until  they  took  Him  off 
And  blackness  brought  the  peace  again. 

There  was  a  momentary  weakness- 
Then,  the  end. 
Here  do  I  die : 

But  here  where  life's  long  stretch 

Comes  sectioned,  emphasized,  and  torn, 

Before  the  judgment  of  my  mind, 

A  sudden  tenderness  is  known, 

And  with  a  quick  and  hopeful  prophet's  eyes  I  see 

A  march  upon  a  hill ;  and  high  above  the  land 

An  overthrow  of  blackness  and  a  triumph  in  the  sun, 

A  goldenness  all  mellow  and  dating  from  a  point, 

A  rich  outpouring  self -forgetting  love 

That  cancels  every  black  thing  in  my  heart, 

Asking  no  terms  but  openness 

And  all  the  weary  cravings  of  my  pain, 

A  pointed,  seeking  thrust, 

Tremendous  in  the  now-devouring  dark. 

A  sudden  tenderness  is  known, 

A  low-pitched,  steady  call  beneath  the  screaming  of 
the  stars, 

94 


A  brush  of  bruised  wings  beating  on  the  altar's 

horns, 
An  ointment's  sweetness  in  the  stink  of  pain, 
A  steadied,  pointed  light  within  a  quiet  room ; 
And  with  a  strange  simplicity 
I  turn  to  find  a  path, 
Direct,  too  simple  to  be  seen  before, 
Within  the  new-sweet  blaze  of  sun, 
A  little  way  to  walk,  to  stop,  to  find, 
And  at  the  final  point  to  stretch  a  hand, 
To  feel  the  steady,  faithful  beating  of  a  Heart, 
And  name  a  Name,  O  Tenderness,  at  last. 


95 


rf 


1    B      5     9  10. 7  9.-   0. 


f/f.  5+ 


